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SYNOPSIS,
At _thelr homes on the frontier hetwesn
the Browns und Grays Martn tnllend and
hor mother, entertialning Colonel Wenters

Hng of the Grays, sen Captaln Lanstron
of the Browns Injured by a fall in his
meroplane. Ten years lators Westorling,
nominel vics but reml ghief of staff, re-en-
orees Bouth La Tir and meditates on wir.

arta tolls him of hor tenching children
the follles of war and murtinl patriotism,
and begs him to prevent war while he I
chief of sinff, On the march with the §3d
of the Hrowns Private Stranaky, an-
roliat, lu placed under arrest.  Colonel
Aanstron begs him off, Lanstron calls on
fartin at her home. Bhe tells Lanstron
that ahe belleves Feller, the gardener, to
be a apy. Lansiron confesses 1t In trus
mund shows her a telephone which Feller
hhm conconled In m secret passage under
the tower for use to benefit the Browns
Ln witr emoergencies,  Lanstron declures
in love for Marta. Westerling and the
Gr premier plan to use a trivinl Inter:
patlonal affuir to foment warllke pa-
triotlsm In nrmy and Jn-oplu- mnd strike be-
fore declaring war. Partow, Brown chief
Of piall, nnd Lanstron, made vies, discuss
the trouble, nnd the Rrown defenses, Par-
tow reveals his plans to Lanstron. The
Gray army crosses the border line and at-
tacke. Tha Hrowns check them, Artil-
lary, Infantry, aeroplanes and dirigibles
onghge, Htransky, rising to make  the
mnarchist speech of hin life, draws the
Girny artillery fire, Nicked by n shrapnel
splinter he goes to Hersork and fghta—""all
a man'" Marta han her first glimpse of
war In Its modern, cold, sclentifie, mur-
derous brutality, The rowns fall back
to the Galland house Stransky fornges,
Martn sees a nlght attack. The Grays
mttack In force, Feller leaves hiln gocret
telephone and goes hack to hils  guns,
fand to hand Nghting. The Browns fall

ack ngaln. Martn neks Lanstron over
the phone to appeal to Partow (0 stop
the fghting.  Vandallem In the Galland
houso, Westerling und his staff occeupy

Lhn Galland house and he bogins to Woo
arta

CHAPTER XIV—Continued.

The subjective enjoyment of the
deoclaration kept him from any keen
notice of the effect of his words,
Lanny was right. It had been a war
of deliberate conquest; a war to
gratify personal ambition, All her life
Marta would be able to live over again
the feelinga of this moment. It was as
if ahe were frozen, all except braln
and nerves, which were on fire, while
the rigidity of fce kept her from
springing from her chalr In contempt
and horror. Put a purpose came on the
wings of diabollcal temptation which
would pit the art of woman agalnst
the power of a man who set millions
againet millions in slaughter to gratify
personal ambition. She was thankful
that she was looking down as she
spoke, for she could not bring herself
to another compliment. Her throat
was too chilled for that yet.

“The one way to end the feud be-
tween the two natlons was & war that
would mean permanent peace,” he ex-
plained, seeing how qulet she was and
realizing, with a recollection of her
chlldren’s oath, that he had gone a lit-
tle too far. He wanted to retain her
admiration. It had become as preclous
€0 him as a new delicacy to Lucullus.

“Yes, 1 understand,” she managed
to murmur; then she was able to look
up. “It's all 8o immense!" she added.
| “Your ideas about war seem to be a
great deal changed,” he hinted
casually.

“As 1 expressed them mt the hotel,
you mean!” sghe exclalmed. “That
seoms ages ngo—agea!” The perplex-
ity and Indeclsion that, in a space of
sllence, brooded in the depths of her
eyes came to the surface in wavering
lights, “Yes, ages! ages!” The waver-
ing lights grew dim with a kind of hor-
ror and she looked away fixedly at a
given point. )

He was consclous of a thrill; the
thrill that always presaged victory for
him. He realized her evident dis-
tress; he guessed that terrible ple-
gures were moving before her vision,
| “You see, 1 have been very much
stirred up,” she sald half apologetical-
ly. “There are some questions 1 want
%0 ask-—quite practical, selfish ques.
tions. You might call them questions
iof property and mercy. The longer
the war lasts the greater will be the
Toss of life and the misery?"

“Yes, for both sldes; and the heavier
the expense and the taxes,”

“If you win, then we shall be under
your flag and pay taxes to you?"

“Yes, naturally.”

“The Browns do' not Increase in

pulation; the Grays do rapldly, They
z:o a great, powerful, clvilized race.
They stand for elvilization!"

“Yes, facts and the world's opinion
mgree,” he replled, Puzzled he might
'well be by this pecullar catechism. He
eould only continue to reply until he
sbould see where she was leading.

* “And your victory will mean a new
frontier, & new order of International
welations and a long peace, you think?
FPeace—a long peace!”

, Was there ever a eoldier who did
not fight for peace? Was there ever a
call for more army-corps or guns that
wias not made in the name of peace?
He had his ready argument, spoken
with the forcible conviction of an ex-
pert.

[ “This war was made for peace—the
'only kind of peace that there can be,”
he sald. "My ambition, If any glory
comes to me out of this war, s to have
dnter generatlons say: ‘He brought
peace!"'"

i Though the premler, could he have
heard this, might have smiled, even
grinned, he would have understood
Westerling's unconsclousness of Incon-
jsistency. The chiet of staff had set

himself & task in victory which hsdl

over her mind.
“The man of action!”

her or gave food for thought,

of actlon!"

“Exactly!” sald Westerling,
glble of another of her gifts,

foew words.

us,” he went on.

shall be the arbiters of International

command of an army of Invaslon.

step for his ambition.

by propasganda and education only

policemen? I8 that it?" she asked.
“Yes, yes! You have it!
found the wheat in the chaff”

Ing something of human nature—the
human nature of both the Hrowns and
the Grays ot war. [ have seen the
Browns throwing hand-grenades and

touch with thelr officers!” she sald

logle,

Westerling made no reply except to
nod, for & movement on her part pre-
occupled him. She leaned forward,
as she had when she had told him he
would become chlef of staff, her hands

Ing with a question. It was the atti-
tude of the prophecy. But with the
prophecy she had been a little mys-

tated an ldea.
question,
“And you think that you will win?"
she asked. *“You think that you will
win?" she repeated with the slow em-
phasis which demands a careful an-
swer,

The dellberateness of his reply was
In keeping with her mood. He was de-
tached; he was a referee,
“Yes, 1 know that we shall.

cholee of skill between the two sldes.”
Hlis tone had the confidence of the
flow of & mighty river In its destina-
tion on its way to the sea. Thero was
nothing in it of prayer, of hope, of des-
peration, as there had been In Lan-
stron's "We shall win!” spoken to her
in the arbor at their last interview.
She drew forward slightly In her chalr,
Her eyes seemed much larger and
nearer to him. They were sweeping
him up and down ns If she were seeing
the slim flgure of Laustron in con-
trast to Westerling's sturdiness; as If
she were measuring the might of the
five millions behind him and the three
milllons behind Lanstron. She let go
a half-whispered “Yes!" which seemed
to reflect the conclusion galned from
the power of his presence.

"“Then my mother's and my own in-
terests are with you—the fnterests of
peace are with you!" she declared.

She did not appear to see the sud-
den, uncontrolled gleam of victory In
his eyes. By this time it had become
a habit for Westerling to wait silently
for her to come out of her abstrac-
tions. To dlsturb one might make it
unproductive,

peace I should help the Grays!"

gelf than to him, He was sllent,

four thousand guns!
fine!

of personal triumph,
turned ever so little,

had lain dying.

no military connection. Without know-
Ing why, he wanted to win ascendancy

exclalmed
Murta, her eyes opening very wide, as
they would to let in the light when
she heard something new that pleased
“The
man of action, who thinks of an ideal
a8 a thing not of words but as the end

pen-
Bhe
could get the essence of a thing in a
"When we have won and
set another frontler, the power of our
nation will ba such In the world that
the Browns can never afford to attack
“Indeed, no two of
the blg nations of Furope can afford
to make war without our consent. We

dissensions. We shall command peace
~-yes, the peace of force, of fact! If
it could be won In any other way 1
should not be here on this veranda In

That was my ldea—for that 1 planned.”
He was making up for having over-

shot himself in his confesslon that he
had brought on the war as a final

“You mean that you can gain peace
when human nature has so changed
that we ¢an have law and order and
houses are safe from burglary and
pedestriane from plekpockets without

You have

“Perhaps becnuse 1 have been see-

the Grays In wanton disorder In our
dining-room directly they were out of

sadly, as one who hates to accept dls-

flluslonment but must in the face of

¢laeped over her knee, her eyes burn-

tical; the fire in her eyes had precipl-
Now it forged another

Num-
bers make It so, though there be no

*You do!” Westerling exploded, The
plans of the enemy! The plans that
nelther Bouchard’s saturnine cunning,
nor bribes, nor sples could ascertain!
It wans like the bugle.call to the hunter.
But he controlled himself, “Yes, yos!"
He was thoughtful and guarded,

“Do you think It f& right to tell?”
Marta gasped half Inarticulately,

“Right? Yes, to hasten the inevit-
able—to gave lives!” declared Wester-
ling with deliberate assurance.

"I=] want to see an end of the kill-
ing! 1—" B8he sprang to her feet as
if about to break away tumultuously,
but paised, swaylng unsteadily, and
pagsed her hand across her eyes,

“We Intend a general nttack on the
first line of defense tonlght!" he ex-
claimed, his supreme thought leaping
Into words.

“And you would want the informa-
tion about the first line tonight if—it
it Is to be of service?”

“Yes, to-night!”

Marta brought her hands together
in a tight clasp. Her gaze fluttered
for a minute over the tea-table. When
she looked up her eyes were calm,

“It fs & big thing, tsn't it?" she eald.
“A thing not to be done in an impulse.
I try never to do big things In an Im-
pulse. When I see that 1 am in dan-
ger of it 1 always say: ‘Go by your-
#elf and think for half an hour!' 8o I
must now. In a little while I will let
you know my decislon.”

Without further formality she start-
ed across the lawn to the terrace
steps. Westerling watched her sharp-
ly, passing along the path of the sec:
ond terrace, pacing slowly, head bent,
until she was out of sight. Then he
stood for a time getting a grip on his
own emotlons before he went into the
house, I

CHAPTER XV,

In Feller's Place,

What am I? What have I done?
What am 1 about to do? shot as forked
shadows over the hot lava-low of Mar-
ta's Impulse. The vitality that Wester-
ling had felt by suggestion from a still
profile rejolced in a quickening of pace
directly she was out of sight of the
veranda. All the thinking she had
done that afternoon had been in ple-
tures; some saying, some cry, some,
groan, or some smile went with every
pleture,

The sitting-room of the tower was
empty to other eyes but not to hers.
The lantern was in the corner at hand.
After her hastening steps had carried
her along the tunnel to the telephone,
she set down the lantern and pressed
the spring that opened the panel door.
Another moment and she would be em-
barked on her great adventure in the
finality of action. That little ear-plece
became a specter of consclence. Bhe
drew back convulsively and her hands
flew to her face; she was a rocking
shadow in the thin, reddieh light of
the lantern.

Conscious mind had torn off the
mask from subconscious mind, reveal-

“] Want to S8ee an End of the Killing.”

“Then if 1 want to help the cause of

The exclamation was more to her-
This
girl in a veranda chalr desiring to ald
him and his five milllon bayonets and
Quixote and the
windmille—but It was amazing; it was
The golden glow of the sunset
was runnipg In his velns In a paean
The profile
Now it wase
looking at the point where Dellurme
Westerling noted the

Ing the true nature of the change that
war had wrought in her. She who had
resented Feller's part—what a part
ghe had been playing! Every word,
every shade of expression, every tell-
ing pause of abstraction after Wester-
ling confessed that he had made war
for his own ends had been gubtly
prompted by a purpose whose actuality
terrified her.

Her hypocrisy, she realized, was as
black as the wall of darkness beyond
the lantern’s gleam. Then this demor-
allzation passed, as’ a nightmare
passes, with Westerling's boast agaln
in her ears.

gmile playing on the lips. It had the| When war's principles, enacted by
quality of a smile over a task com-|men, were based on sinister trickery
pleted—Dellarme's smile. She start- | called strategy und tactics, should not

and at last broke its bonds.

guldance.

of the Browns' plan of defense!
know where they are strong In th

they are weak there—and a plac
where they

un.lil

ed; she was trembling all over In the
resistance of some impulse—some im-
pulse that gradually gained headway

“For 1 can help—~l1 can help!" ghe
eried out, turning to him In wild in-
decision which seemed to plead for
“It's so terrible—yet if it
would hasten peace—I—I know much

first line and-—and one place whore

are weak In the main

women, using such weapons as they
had, aleéo fight for thelr homes? Mar-
ta's hands swept down from her eyes;
she was on fire with resolution,

Forty miles away a bell In Lan-
stron's bedroom and at his desk rang
gimultaneously. At the time he and
Partow were geated facing each other
across a map on the table of the room
1| where they worked together. No per
@ | suasion of the young vicechlef, no
edict of the doctors, could make the
o | old chief take exercise or shorten his
hours. <

“l know, I know myselfl” he said

“1 know my duty. And you are learn
ing, my¥ boy, learning!”

Every day the fabby cheeks grew
pastler and the pouches under the eye-
brows heavier, But there was no
dinmning of the engle flashes of the
eyes, no weakening of tha will. Last
night Lanstron had turned as while
as chalk when Purtow staggered on
rising from the table, the veins on his
temples knotted blue whip-cords, Yet
after a few houra' sleep he renppeared
with Arm step, fresh for the fray.

The paraphernalia around these two
was the same as that around Wester-
ling. Only the atmosphera of the staff
was diferent. Bach man was perform-
ing the part set for him. No man knew
much of any other man's part, Partow
alone knew all, and Langtron was try-
Ing to grasp all and praying that Par-
tow's old body should still feed his
mind with energy. Lanstron was thin-
ner and paler, a new and glittering in-
tensity in his eyes.

When word of Feller's defection
came, Lanstron realized for the first
time by Partow's manner that the old
chief of staff, with all his deprecation
of the telephone schemeo as chimerical,
had grounded a hope on It.

“There was the chance that we
might know—so vital to the defense—
what they were going to do before and
not after the attack.” he said.

Yet the story of how Feller yielded
to the temptation of the automatic had
made the nostrils of the old war-horse
quiver with u dramatic breath, and In-
stead of the command of a battery of
guns, which Lanstron had promlised,
the chief made it a battalion. He had
drawn down his brows when he heard
that Marta had asked that the wire
be left Intact; he had shot a shirewd,

then beat a tattoo on the table and
half grinned as he grumbled under his
breath:

“She Is afrald of belng lonesome! No
harm done!"

A week had passed since the Grays
had taken the Galland house, and still
no word from Marta. The ring of the
bell brought Lanstron to ble feet with
a startled, boylsh bound.

“Very epringy, that tendon of
Achilles!” muttered Partow. *“And,
my boy, take care, take care!” he
called suddenly in his sonorous voice,
as vast and billowy as his body.

It was Marta's volce and yet not
Marta's, this volce that beat in nerv-
ous waves over the wire,

“Lanny—Yes, I, Lanny! You were
right. Westerling planned to make war
deliberately to satiafy hia ambition.
He told me so. The first general at-
tack on the first line of defense is to-
night. Westerling says so!" She had
to pause for breath. "And, Lanny, 1
want to know some position of the
Browns which i1s weak—not actually
weak, maybe, but some position where
the Grays expect terrible reslstance
and will not find it—where you will let
them In!"

“In the name of—Marta!
what—"

“] anr going to fight for the Browns
—for my home!"

In the sheer satisfaction of explain-
Ing herself to herself, of volcing her
gentiments, she sent the pictures which
had wrought the change moving across
the screen before Lanstron's amazed
vislon. There was no room for inter-
ruption on his part, no question or
need of one., The wire seemed to
quiver with the militant tension of her
spirit, It was Marta afltame who was
talking at the other end; not aflame
for him, but with a purpose that re-
vealed all the latent strength of her
personality and daring.

“1 shall have to ask Partow.
pretty big thing."

“Yes—only that 1a not all my plan,
my little plan. After they have taken
the firat line of defense—and they
will get it, won't they?"

“Yes, we shall yleld in the end, yleld
rather than suffer too great losses
there that will weaken the defense on
the main line.”

“Then I want to know where it 18
that you want Westerling to attack on
the main line, so that we can get him
to atltack there. That—that will help,
won't 1t?"

llYe.“.

“Of course, all the whilae 1 shall be
getting news from him—when | have
proved my loyalty and have his com-
plete confldence—-and I'll telephone it
to you, I am sure I can get something
worth while with you to direct me;
don't you think so, Lanny? I'll hold
the wire, Lanny. Ask Partow!" she
concluded. Of the two she was the
steadler,

“Well?" said Partow, looking up at
the sound of Lanstron's step. Then he
half raised himself from his chalr at
slght of a Lanstron with eyes In a
daze of brilllancy; a Lanstron with
his maimed hand twitching In an out-
gtretched gesture; a Lanstron in the
dilemma of being at the same time
lover and chief of intelligence. S8hould
he let her make the sacrifice of every-
thing that he held to be sacred to a
woman's dellcacy? BShould he not re-
turn to the telephone and tell her that
he would not permit her to play such
a part? Partow's voice cut In on his
demoralization with the sharpness of a
blade,

“Well, what, man, what?" he de-
manded. He feared that the girl might
be dead. Anything that could upset
Lanstron In this fashlon struck a
chord of sympathy and apprehension,
* Lanstron advanced to the table,
pressed hls hands on the edge, and,
now master of himself, began an ac-
count of Marta's offer, Partow's form-
less arms lay inert on the table, his
goft, pudgy fingers outspread on the
map and his bulk settled deep in the
chair, while his eagle eyes were see-
ing through Lanstron, through a moun-
tain range. into the eyes of a woman

Marta,

Iit's &

and & general on the veranda of an

questioning glance at Lanstron and |

enemy’s neadquarters. The plan raeans
giving, giving In the hope of recelving
mueh In return. Would he get the re-
turn?

“A woman was the (deal one for the
task we intrusted to Feller,"” he mused,
“a gentlewoman, blg enough, adroit
enough, with'her soul in the work aa
no pald woman's could be! There
seemed no such one in the world!”

“Dut to let her do IL!" gasped Lan-
ktron,

“It Is her suggestion, not yours? She
offera hersel{? She wants no per:
suasion?" Partow asked gharply.

“"Entirely her suggestion,” sald Lan-
gtron, “Bhe offers herself for her
country—for the cause for which our
soldiers will give their lives by the
thousands. It is a time of sacrifice.”

Partow rafeed his arms. They were
not formless as he brought them down
with sledge-hammer force to the table.

“Your tendon of Achilles? My boy,
she ls your swordarm!” His sturdy
forefinger ran along the line of fron.

A

“I'm Going to Fight For the Browns—
For My Homel”

tier under his eye with little staccato
leaps, “Eh?" he chuckled significantly,
finger polsed.

“Let them up the Bordir road and
on to redoubts 36 and 37, you mean?”
asked Lanstron.

“You have it! The position looks
Important, but so well do we com-
mand it that it is not really vital. Yes,
the Bordir road is her bait for Wester-
ling!" Partow waved his hand as if
the affair were settled,

“But,” Interjected Lanstron, “we
have also to decide on the point of the
muain defense which she 18 to make
Westerling think is weak.”

“Hm-m!" grumbled Partow. “That
{8 not necessary to start with. We can
give that to her later over the tele-
phone, can't we, eh?"

“She asked for it now.”

“Why?" demanded Partow with one
of his shrewd, plercing looks.

“She did not say, but [ ran guess,”
explalned Lanstron, “She must put all
her cards on the table; she must tell
Westerling all she knows at once. If
she tells him plecemeal It might lead
to the supposition that she still had
some means of communication with
the Browns."

“Of course, of course!"” Partow spat-
ted the flat of his hand resoundingly
on the map. “As 1 declded the first
time | met her, she has a head, and
when & woman has a head for that
sort of thing there |s no beating her.
Well—" he was looking straight into
Lanstron's eyes, “Well, 1 think we
know the point where we could draw
them In on the main line. eh?"

“Up the apron of the approach from
the Engadir valley. We yleld the ad-
vance redoubts on either slde,”

“Meanwhile, we have massed heavily
bebhind the redoubt. We retake the ad-
vance redoubts in & counter-attack and
Partow brought his fist into his
palm with a smack.

“Yes, It we could do that! If we
could get them to expend thelr attack
there!"” put in Lansetron very excitedly
for him,

“We must! She shall help!” Par-
tow was on his feet. He had reached
across the table and seized Lanstron's
shoulders in a powerful If flesh-pad-
ded grip. Then he turned Lanstron
around toward the door of hla bed-
room and gave him a mighty slap of
affection. “My boy, the brightest hope
of victory we have i8 holding the wire
for you. Tell her that a bearded old
behemoth, who can kneel as gracefully
a8 a rheumatie rhinoceros, Is on both
knees at her feet, kissing her hands
and trylng his best, in the name of
mercy, to keep from breaking into
verge of his own composition.”

Back at the telephone, Lanstron, In
the fervor of the cheer and the enthu-
#lasm that had transported his ehief,
gave Marta Partow's message.

“You, Marta, are our brightest hope
of victory!"

¢1'0 BE CONTINUED.)

Great Luck.

“Well, how did your camping trip
turn out?”

“l1 had great luck about that camp-
ing trip.”

“How was that?

“I got sick at the last moment and
couldn't go."—Loulsville Courier-Jour
pal,
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BAS, DYSPEPSIA

AND_INDIGESTION

“Pape’s Diapepsin” settles sour
gassy stomachs in Five.
minutes—Time It!

You don't want a slow remedy when
your stomach I8 bad—or an uncertain
one—or a harmful one—your stomach
.8 too valnable: you mustn't Injure it,

Pape's Diapepsin s noted for its
speed in glving rellef; its harmleas.
ness; fts certain unfailing action In
regulating sick, sour, gassy stomachs,
Ita milllons of cures in Indigeation,
dyepepsia, gastritis and other stomach
troubles has made It famous the world
over.

Keep this perfect stomach doetor in
your home—keep it handy—get a large
fifty-cent case from any dealer and
then if anyone should eat something
which doesn’t agree with them; It
what they eat lays like lead, ferments
and sours and forms gas; causes head:
ache, dizziness and nausea; esructs
tlons of aclid and undigested food—
remember as soon as Pape’s Diapepsin
comes in contact with the stomach all
such distress vanishes. Its prompt
ness, certalnty and ease In overcoming
the worst stomach disorders is a reve-
lation to those who try It—Adv.

Renewing Carbon Paper,
When carbon paper has beem used
jeveral times the preparation becomes
almost worn off in some parts, while
other parts of the paper are as good as
new, The process of renewing s very
gimple, and it can be done by anyone
without special apparatus. All that ia
necessary is to hold the paper in front
of a fire or over a radiator a few sec-
onds. The heat will cause the prepa-
ration to dissolve and spread over the
paper, so that when it is dry the paper
will have a new coating. This can be
repeated, and in some cases will dou-

ble the life of the carbon paper.

Mistaken Diagnosis— Doctors
Guess Wrong Again

About five years ago I wrote to you that
I had been a terrible sufferer from kidney
and bladder troubles, and that my phy-
sician informed me that my left kidney
was in such condition that there was no
hope for my recovery. 1 was advised to
try your Swamp-Root as a last resort, and
after taking four fifty-cent size bottles, I
passed a gravel stone which weighed ten
graina, 1 afterwards forwarded yoa this
gravel stone. IHave had no retura of any
trouble since that time and cammot say
too much in favor of your wonderfal pre-
paration, Swamp-Root, which eures, af-
ter physicians fail,
Very truly yours,
F. H. HORNE,
Route 3, Box 30. Rosebore, N. C.
Personally appeared before me, thia
3lst day of July, 1009, F. H. Horne, who
subscribed the above statement and made
oath that the same is true in substance

and in fact. JAMES M. HALL,
Notary Publio.
Letter to
Dr. Kilmer & Co.
Binghamton, N. Y.

Prove What Swamp-Root Will Do For Yoa

Bend ten cents to Dr. Kilmer & Oo.,
Binghamton, N. Y., for a sample sime
bottle. It will convince anyone. You
will also receive a booklet of valuable in.
formation, telling about the kidneys and
bladder. When writing, be sure and men:
tion this paper. Regular fiftycent and
one-dollar size bottles for sale at all drug
stores. Adv.

The Only One.

“There goes Rev. Dr. Fourthly, one
of our most prominent ministers. He
stands on a pinnacle alone”

“Because of his great sanctity?”

“No. He's the only minister in town
who hasn't preached an antitango ser-
mon."

THIGK, GLOSSY HAIR
FREE FROM DANDRUFF

Girlal Beautify Your Hairl Make It
Soft, Flufty and Luxuriant—Try
the Molst Cloth. \

—

Try as you will, after an application
of Danderine, you cannot find a aingld
trace of dandruff or falling hair and
your scalp will not itch, but what will
please you most, will be after a few
weeks' use, when you see new hair,
fine and downy at first—yes—but real-
ly new hair—growing all over the
scalp,

A little Danderine immediately dou-
bles the beauty of your hair. No differ
ence how dull, faded, brittle and
scraggy, just moisten a cloth with
Danderine and carefully draw it
through your halr, taking one small
atrand at a time. The effect 1s im-
mediate and amazing—your hair will
be light, lufly and wavy, and have an
appearance of abundance; an incom-
parable luster, softness and luxuri-
ance, the beauty and shimmer of true
hair health.

Get a 25 cent bottle of Knowlton's
Danderine from any store and prove
that your halr s as pretty and soft
as any—that it has been neglected or

injured by careless treatment—that's
all. Adv. ~

So Paw Says.
Little Lemuel—Say, paw, what Is
A philosopher?
Paw—A philosopher, son, I8 & man
#ho bears with resignation the tooth-
ache of another man,

Ready money is seldom ready when
you want to borrow some.




